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PREFACE. 



Whilst the notes of so many sweet lyres are 
heard throughout the domain of Poesy, enlivening 
the happy homes of our beloved country, it may be 
asked why the Authoress of these unpretending 
poems should think of bringing herself before the 
public? She will try to answer this anticipated 
enquiry. 

Four of these poems, namely, " The Spirit of the 
Wind," "The Gentle Breezes," "Heaven," and 
"The Everlasting Arms," were some time ago 
printed upon cards, and will be known to many of 
the readers of this volume. The encouragement 
given to these, especially to "The Spirit of the 
Wind," and "The Gentle Breezes," far exceeded 
the writer's expectations; words of kindness and 
encouraging advice were spoken by many, and 
promises to aid her by their support and influence, 
should she at a future time think of publishing a 
collection of her poems. That time has arrived, 
and those promises, so far as opportunity has yet 
been given, have in almost every instance been 
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fulfilled. And now the writer would return her 
sincere and grateful thanks to her numerous sub- 
scribers; to the noble, the honoured, and the gifted, 
who have favoured her with their patronage: and 
last — ^though certainly not least — ^to all those who 
have taken so friendly an interest in forwarding 
her in the publication of her work. 

She dare not expect that the volume will meet 
the expectation of aU; still she would hope that 
each may find something in its contents of which 
they can approve. Some of its pages may perhaps 
awaken slumbering memories, or touch chords of 
sympathetic feeling in the heart of the reader: and, 
if not too n^uch to wish for, she would hope that 
some who may not yet have seen anything lovely 
in the paths wj^ich are declared to be ^^ pleasantness 
and peace " — ^may, while their feelings move with 
the measure of some of the verses — find their 
hearts entering into the spirit of the words, and 
seek to have their future tinged with the brightness 
of that promised glory which will be the certain 
inheritance of all who love the Lord. 

Stafford, 

August Srd, 1854. 
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POEMS. 



TO THE FLOWERS. 

Flowerets I love you! love you, — ^for ye breathe 
His love, Who called you forth, and gave you form, 
Whose finger painted you, Whose breath perfumed, 
And Whose soft winds bear your sweet odours to 
The sick one's room, cheering the mourner, who 
Throughout the night has watched beside the bed 
Of one she loves, — ^her fondly treasured joy! 
Her firstborn, darling boy! 

She breathes your fragrance. 
Then forgets her grief, — ^her anxious days, — her 
Dreary nightwatchings, with all their care; 
For, tho' your scents are voiceless to the ear — 
Yet to her heart they speak — ^and sweetly tell, 
That "God is love," and doth do all things well. 
And now the odorous breeze fans her child's brow. 
Parting his curls, that have been wildly tost 
From side to side, all thro' the livelong night; 



Then wafted o'er his cheek your perfame rests 

Upon his lips, and soon a happy smile 

Across the sleeper's face is seen to play; 

His eyelids open, and he gazes round. — 

Help her, God! to bear this cup of joy;- — 

The Mother clasps again her conscious boy! 

Listen! he speaks, — "Oh Mother there are flowers! 

I smell their fragrance; surely there are bowers 

Of roses, and sweet woodbine, somewhere near ? 

Open the casement wider, Mother dear." 

Ah, how delightful; what long breaths I take; 

I seem to drink the nectar of the flowers: 

I am not dreaming Mother, I 'm awake, 

I see them not, but Oh! I smell the flowers. 

Flowerets I love you! ye are precious gifts, 
Bestowed by God's own hand to deck our earth; 
To cheer our sight to call our gladness forth, 
And fill our hearts with gratitude and love. 
In the close chambers of some narrow street 
Ye oft are seen, enlivening with your smiles 
The work-worn faces that upon you gaze. 
And kindly you return the love and care 
Of those who watch, and tend you day by day; 
Gladdening their eyes by day, and oft at night 
When sleep has ta'en them in its open arms, 
And dreamy visions float before their eyes. 
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Then do their treasured window flowers appear; 
But in a brighter di-ess than when displayed 
Amid the dust and dirt which daily fill 
Their crowded street, throughout the working hours. 
Yes, in those dreams ye 're doubly beautiful; 
And multiplied a hundred times and more; 
Your odours fill the air, your forms are seen 
Surrounding them, upspringing everywhere. 
And even when they wake — ^your presence still 
Gives joy — and bids them hope that they shall not 
Be always city bound. 

Flowerets I love you! And I love to see 
Yom* floating forms around the pleasant cot; 
Jasmine, with Cistus, creeping o'er the door, 
And roses tapping at -the window pane; 
The garden borders edged around with flowers 
Of London Pride, and Daisies' star-like forms: 
And then, Oh crowning prize! the cottage boast, 
I^laced in the centre of the choicest bed — 
Behold! the guarded, lovely Moss-rose bush! 

Flowerets I love you! Bright indeed ye look 
When placed conspicuously in best blue coat 
Of some hale cottage youth, who goes to woo 
His chosen village lass. 

Nor peasant youths alone seek your sweet buds 
When on love's errand bent — ^Ah no! not so! 



Manj a dainty maiden fair and coy, 

Feels her heart trembling with a sudden joy 

When she espies above the satin vest 

A fringed Moss-rose bud-— (iAere, short time to rest,) 

For well she knows 't will not remain there long. 

Who ever knew a lover carry hack the flower 

That as he went to see his lady fair 

He seemed to cherish with such anxious care 

From rude attacks of friends, who fain would rob 

Him of his ornament? Dear! how they teaze, 

As tho' no other flower were to be had 

But his! 

Flowerets I love you! Beautiful ye look 

In the fair gardens of the rich and great: 

Choice flowers are there, sweet is the perfumed air; 

Lovely the lilies look, as in the cool 

Font's bason they do bend their graceful forms. 

And in the gay conservatory ye 

Do beam with brightness; the Heliotrope 

And Orange Blossoms there give forth their sweets. 

Flowerets I love you! precious gifts ye prove 
When culled or brought me by the hands of friends: 
In you I think I see their beaming smile. 
Affection's glance I catch, and almost hear 
Their words of love. Oh flowerets! yehaveplower 
To reach my heart, and touch the secret spring 
Of woman's tender feelings, smiles, and tears. 



Flowerets 1 love you! Welcome is the sight 

Of your sweet faces peeping thro' their bed 

Of moss and leaflets, by the hedgerow side. 

Thrice welcome are ye there, ye beauteous gifts! 

Welcome to me, and also doubly dear 

Because I know ye 're/rce, yes, free for all: 

Free as the air we breathe. The little child 

May gather you, adorn her flowing hair 

With wayside gems; — then peeping in some pond 

Where ducklings late have been — and cleared a space 

From the green covering — ^which nature o'er 

Her liquid mirror casts — she clasps her hands 

In glee; then, with a ringing laugh, shouts out 

For very gladness. 

Flowerets I love you! Brightly beam your eyes — 
Shining with morning dew upon the maid 
Who trips along while yet the day is young, 
Wooing health's roses to her downy cheek. 
And soothingly ye seem to wave your heads 
To the poor travellers, who pass along 
Their weary, weary way, to seek a home 
In some far distant town, where they may earn 
Their own, and children's bread. At noon upon 
A green, soft, mossy bank, they stay to rest; 
The Mother, with an infant at her breast, 
Opens the basket which contains their store 
Of food; 't is of the simplest kind; some bread, 
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With cresses gathered from the stream; a brook 
Just by supplies them with a cooling dranght. 
And, while they sit to take their frugal meal 
Ye *re near them flowerets, with your lovely smiles 
To bid them welcome: and if God they know — 
It may be — ^you will raise their thoughts above 
Their present griefs, to trust a Father's love. 



Flowerets I love you wheresoe'er ye 're found! 

Be it on hill or dale, along the road, 

In shady grove, or carpetting the ground. 

Beside the cotter's door, the rich man's mansion, 

Or the happy home of competency. 

Yes, wheresoe'er we meet we still are friends. 

Oft I do see you in the stranger's hand; 

But still that matters not, my love is yours, 

Your beauties still are mine while I may gaze 

On them, whoe'er may own you. 



0, may I learn the lessons ye would teach, 

For they are good. Ye show me that God's power — 

Which called you forth — is truly wonderful; 

His wisdom infinite; His care beyond 

The power of thought to gra^p, or calculate. 

And I would thank Him, with a grateful heart, 

That He has placed yon here to share my love. 



I thank Him too with all mj spirit's powers, 
That He has taught me how to read in you 
His boundless, tender, sympathizing love. 

Flowerets I love you I But I think I love 
You more — ^because my love goes forth to Him 
Who made yon; and I feel He is my Friend, 
My Father, and my Saviour sure, and true! 



TRUE WISDOM. 

DEDICATED TO 



The leading character in the following simple Poem 
is one sapposed to be possessed of much worldly know* 
ledge, bnt ignorant of the ^' Wisdom of God," as revealed 
to ns in the Savionr. His spirit thirsts for wisdom which 
will bring him peace ; the wisdom of the world having 
failed to do so. Like many of this world's wise ones, he 
is a believer in God as the Creator and Ruler of the 
Universe, but knows Him not as the "Triune God," 
particularly as God Incarnate; and it is not until he 
believes in Him as God in Christ, that he finds the 
desired wisdom. 

I sought for wisdom precious, true, and pore, 
I asked " ye sages where can it be found? 
Wisdom that hath, and doth, and will endure, 
Pray tell me where this wisdom doth abound?" 

" Oh! " — said the learned, — **wisdom is found here; 
It dwells with us, it cost us youth's bright hours, 
We followed it thro' many a changing year 
Ere we could firmly grasp, and call it ours." 

'^Ah! tell me of this wisdom then " said I, 
" Ye happy men, who claim it as your own, 
Say, did your hearts o'erflow with rapturous joy 
When first its flashing beauty on you shone? " 



The great ones smiled; then one replied — "0 yea 
I felt great joy, when first my searching gaze 
Discovered a new star, because for this 
I had spent watching nights, and anxious days." 

"And I *' — ^replied another — " gladly hailed 
The distant shores I long had sought in vain, 
Many had sought them, but still all had failed, 
Mine was the joy to find, and mine the fame! " 

"And I " said one — " I almost danced with glee. 
When after searching many a weary hour — 
I was rewarded with the welcome fee 
I sought for — ^in a simple little flower." 

"And"— said a fourth— "my pleasure too was great— 
When after years of anxious toil and care — 
My chemical discoveries I could state. 
And all acknowledged them beyond compare!" 

" Hold ! this is not the wisdom " — I replied, 
" For which my spirit thirsts, for which I pine. 
It is not this for which I long have sighed, 
For even now wisdom like this is mine." 

" I Ve searched the skies, I Ve marked the comet's 

track; 
I Ve travelled o'er the ocean's briny wave. 
Made fresh discoveries, and have had no lack 
Of Fame's bright laurels which my country gave." 
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" But 'tis no use, my soul is empty still; 

These scraps of wisdom but increase the void; * 

They never can my longing spirit &1^ 

It has too long by such vain hopes been buoyed.'* 

" It is with wisdom pure without alloy 
That I would satisfy my aching breast: 
True wisdom, not a vain or useless toy, 
Wisdom in which my spirit can find rest," 

The sages shook their heads, some smiled, some 

sighed, 
**We know this wisdom not of which you speak; 
It is not here — ^nor doth with us abide — 
Nor can we tell you where for it to seek." 

I turned away, my longing spirit burned 
For draughts of wisdom, all my thirst to cure; 
But 't was not with these great, renown'd, and learned, 
I was to hear of holy wisdom pure. 

A youthful boy sat by a cottage door, 

An open book upon the grass was spread. 

And earnestly he seemed to con it o'er. 

Bright joy lit up his face the while he read. 

Approaching him I asked him of his book. 
What there he read; — ^he raised it from the sod, 
And then replied, (with such a happy look,) 
" I read of Christ, the wisdom of our God." 
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I seized the book, my heart was in a glow; 
" What were the words my child ?" I quickly said, 
" That wisdom may be what I seek to know, 
Point out to me the place from which you read." 

*He shewed it me, and then on truth's bright page 
I read of wisdom which I ne'er had known; 
Uncomprehended by the worldly sage. 
Bid from the wise, revealed to babes alone. 

I looked again upon the cheerful boy; 

I asked him whence his happiness arose; 

He pointed to the book, and said, " my joy 

From Christ, of Whom you read there, ever flows." 

" And do you know this wisdom which confounds 
The worldly wise," (I asked) " the great of earth?" 
" Yes," said the youth, " for that in Christ abounds, 
'T is known to all who 're passed the second birth." 

I pondered o'er his words — " the second birth /" 
My knowledge failed me here, men thought me wise, 
But what was all my worldly wisdom worth ? 
It seemed just then mere vanity and lies. 

Here was a youth of lowly humble lot, 
No earthly rank or greatness did he share; 
Yet he possessed true joy, which I did not, 
And precious wisdom far beyond compare. 

* I Cor. i. & ii. 
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I said ^^ my child, I long have wisdom sought, 
Men say I Ve found it; but 't is not like thine, 
It has not welcome peace my spirit brought, 
Thy joy I feel not, no such peace is mine." 

"Ah I " said the boy, "'t is written in that Word 
Eye hath not seen, ear heard, nor heart cbnceiv'd, 
The precious things God hath Himself prepared 
For those who love and have in Him believ'd." 

"J5y this worWa ttnsdom, none need hope to know 
Ought of the things the Father hath revealed 
By his own Spirit — ^to his saints below. 
For to the worldling all these things are sealed." 

I asked, "then can't I know them?" (pride arose,) 
" Cannot I gain this knowledge which you prize?" 
" Yes, if you all your trust in Christ repose. 
Abase yourself, and He will make you wise." 

" You'll read it tJiere ;" the youthful Christian said, 
" That Holy Book I gladly will you lend; 
And may you by its guiding light be led 
To seek the sinner's never-failing Friend." 

I smiled at this, — " the sinner's Friend " said I, 
"/am not wicked, — ^all esteem me just. 
Upright — sincere — scorning to tell a lie, 
Must I abase myself as in the dust? " 
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"Yes, you have sinned, dear sir;" the boy replied, 
"You cannot plead guiltless before His throne; 
But seeking sinners never were denied. 
For sinners only Jesus did atone." 

I turned to go, my heart was prest with care. 
Conflicting feelings strove within my breast, 
I yearned the Christian's happiness to share, 
And find like him a certain — ^peaceful rest. 

But then to be ^^ abased" that stinging thought. 
Ranked with the vile, and wicked of the earth: 
My heart's foul sins I yet had to be taught 
Ere I could know, and feel, the Saviour's worth. 

But still my soul was sick, "peace, peace," 1 cried; 
The Holy Book I opened — tried to read. 
Still all was dark, peace seemed to me denied, 
My wisdom failed me in the hour of need. 

At last I strove to pray, my heart grew faint, 
I felt abash'd in thinking God was nigh. 
My fancied merits there I could not paint, 
The colours faded 'neath ^15 searching eye. 

And was I sinless? could I bear that God 
Should search the deep recesses of my heart, — 
Then dare to say — " strike with thy vengeful rod 
If with the sinful I have lot or part ?" 
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Oh bo! I could not; all my courage fled, 
My good d^ds vanisli'd, and my wisdom failed. 
My boasting perish'd, my fond hopes were dead, 
I felt my sins, and saw them all unveiled: 

They stood in dark array — but plainly seen — 
For emmcience threw on them her piercing light, 
And God's omniscient eye so clear, and keen. 
Beheld them all laid open to His sight. 

" Where can I fly? " my trembling spirit asked, 
Where can I hide me from God's fearful wrath? 
I feel before His eye I stand unmasked. 
No rest, no hidhig-place my spirit hath. 

I thought again to read, but first in prayer 

I sought that God some light divine would give ; 

And then I read of love beyond compare, 

The Just One dying, that th' unjust might live ! 

Could I believe it ? Could my soul repose 
On that foundation — Jesus's precious blood ? 
My wisdom questioned it, then doubts arose. 
And msh'd upon me like a mighty flood. 

For worldly wisdom asked — " Is Jesus God ? " 
" Canst thou believe that He who dwells on high, 
Who governs nations by a word, a nod, 
Would make Himself a many and stoop to die f 
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" Away the thought ! reason denies the thing; 
'T is a vain dream which logic can't defend, 
A myth, imagination on the wing, 
Madness, and folly, which together hlend. 

Again I prayed, — ^then read the chapter o'er 
Which the dear boy first pointed out to me; 
'T waa written there, that not by earthly lore 
May we God's hidden wisdom hope to see. 

f 
That holy word I saw was never penned 

To gain the plaudits of the fancied wise. 

Its wondrous truths they could not comprehend, 

Those truths were foolishness in such men's eyes. 

Deprest and guilty, still I did not dare 
To look to Jesus, calling Him divine ; 
And yet 't was at His cross, and only there. 
Sweet peace and pardon on my soul could shine. 

What could I do ? Within my heart arose 
A voice, that seemed to whisper, " God is here; " 
" Let but thy trust in Jesu's blood repose. 
And truthful light shall soon dispel thy fear." 

And I believed it, for to Him I came 
Sinful, and ''^ weary y" as I long had been, 
Pleading for mercy in the Saviour's name, 
Beseeching him to make my spirit clean. 
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Yes, now I felt " abasedy^ wretched, undone, 
My worldly wisdom all was laid aside, 
'T was not hy ity I trnsted in God's Son, 
And pleaded that for me the Savionr died. 

No, for such wisdom never could hare brought 
My soul to look to Christ the " Sinner's Friend; " 
Within my heart no change could it have wrought 
That would to God's true glory ever tend. 

'T was by God's spirit I alone believed 
The glorious truths inscribed within His word; 
'T was by His wisdom I the power received 
To claim the Saviour as my Sovereign Lord ! 

And I received a pardon full and free, 

wondrous grace I that God should bid me live; 
That He should manifest himself to me, 

And grant me peace which only He could give ! 

And ever since that truly happy hour 
Christ is my rii^hteousness and wisdom made ; 
His sanctifying and redeeming power 
Are felt by me, treasures that will not fade. 

Now I can glory, but not in myself^ 

1 glory in the Lord on Whom I call. 

Since He my Wisdom is— my Honour — ^Wealth — 
My Everlasting Friend — ^my All in All ! 
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TO MY MOTHER. 

From your child, dearest Mother, accept these few lines 

As an evident token, and positive sign. 

That she loves you most dearly, and pleads with 

her Lord 
That the choicest of blessings to you He '11 afford. 
Not treasures of gold, great honour, or fame, 
Are the blessings she asks for in Jesu's dear name; 
But meekness, long-suffering, gentleness, peace, 
Love, joy, and all blessings that never shall cease. 



LINES ON THE DEATH OF MY BELOVED 
GODMOTHER, MRS. H. 

This day twelve months ago, we lost a friend ; 
Our God saw good her sorrows then should end; 
She 's gone, and death's last conflict now is o'er, 
For she is safe upon the heavenly shore. 
A constant friend she was, so kind and true. 
Her virtues many, and her faults were few; 
The poor who at her door did daili/ plead 
Were ne'er denied, she was " a friend in need." 

On Sabbath morn, with ever willing feet 

To Church she bent her way, her God to meet, 

And witibi her there a willing mind she took 

To serve her God in thought, and word, and look. 
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But not npon her works did she depend 

For her salvation, but on Christ her Friend, 

Whose blood she knew could cleanse from every sin, 

And make her spirit truly pure and clean. 

Her body lieth now beneath the sod; 

Her ransom'd soul for ever dwells with God, 

She sees that loving Saviour face to face, 

Who saved her soul, and filled her with His grace. 

Her Father saved for her a palm and crown, 

And now before the throne she casts them down; 

She plays her golden harp, and tunes her lyre 

To praise her Lord, nor will she ever tire. 

Lord, be her Husband's and her Children's Guide; 
Thou art a Friend in Whom they may confide. 
"Father, Thy will be done!" teach them to say, 
" 'T is Thou Who givest— and Who tak'st away." 
On all of us, God, do Thou bestow 
Thy grace, that we may serve Thee while below. 
So, when 't is time for ns to cross the flood. 
We may be ready cleansed in Jesu's blood: 
Then shall we meet our friends in Christ Above, 
And know the vast extent of Jesu's love; 
We praise Him here, hut there shall praise Him more, 
When landed on bright Canaan's happy shore. 

Dedicated 

To my dear Godfather, 

and his children* 
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MY COUNTRY HOW I LOVE THEE! 

My Country how I love thee! I love and prize thee 

well, 
A patriotic heait I 'm sure doth in my bosom dwell. 
The very name of Britain will make my spirit bound; 
A nation like to thee there can't upon this globe be 

found! 
My Country how I love thee! I love and prize thee 

well, 
A patriotic heart I 'm sure doth in my bosom dwell. 

I love thy beauteous hills and dales, I love thy very 

soil, 
Dear Britain, may'st thou never be a conquering 

nation's spoil; 
But may our cherished rights and laws, our country, 

and our Queen, 
Still be preserved in peace and love, as they so long 

have been. 
My Country how I love thee! I love and prize thee 

well, 
A patriotic heart I 'm sure doth in my bosom dwell. 

I love thy landscapes and thy skies, some say they 're 

dull and dark, 
But to such disaffected ones 't is scarce worth while 

to hark; 
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For oft I think the wanderers 'neath fair bnt distant 



°9 
Most sigh for their dear British homes, with all their 

tender ties. 
My Country how I love thee! I love and prize thee 

well, 
A patriotic heart I 'm sure doth in my bosom dwell. 



I love to see thy thriving farms, I love thine ancient 

halls, 
And thy num'rous whitewash'd cots with bright 

creepers up their walls, 
I love to see thy manly sons, and daughters pure and 

fair. 
The sons and daughters of our land with any may 

compare! 
My Country how I love thee ! I love and prize thee 

well, 
A patriotic heart I 'm sure doth in my bosom dwell. 

I love to see thy lofty spires peeping above the trees. 
And to hear the pleasant chimes when they 're borne 

upon the breeze; 
I love to see thy village schools, and children loosed 

for play, 
But Britain, more than all, I love thy precious 

Sabbath-day! 
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My Country how I love thee! I love and prize thee 

well, 
A patriotic heart I 'm sure doth in my bosom dwell. 

I love to know the gospel pure is preached on every 

hand; 
And that the Holy Book of God ifi read throughout 

the land: 
I love to see the Saviour's friends bid strife and 

discord cease, 
And with their differing brethren hold the " Olive 

Branch of Peace." 
My Country how I love thee! I love and prize thee 

well, 
A patriotic heart I 'm sure doth in my bosom dwell. 

I love my Country, love its laws, — some still may 

be improved, — 
But thought and care will be required lest good ones 

are removed: 
And then what other land can boast a Queen so 

loved as ours ? 
Ood bless our noble British Queen with rich and 

heav'nly dowers ! 
I love my Country! love my Queen! I love and 

prize them well: 
A patriotic heart I 'm sure doth in my bosom dwelL 
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TO MY MUSE.^ 

Come, strike your lyre, dear idle muse. 

And cheer your Mend to-night, 
Nay, do not me again refuse, 

You sleepy little sprite! 
Come, stay awhile, indeed you musty 

We cannot part just yet. 
You 11 rest so long your lyre will rust, 

And that would make me fret! 
I know you do not often choose 

To be dictated to, 
But grant the boon, my dearest muse. 

That I now ask of you I 
There, that is kind, I thought you would 

Your friendly songs bestow, 
I knew indeed, you never could 

Persist in teasing so. 



THE SPIRIT OF THE WIND. 

The wind breaks forth with wildness. 
And dreary makes the earth; 

It comes not out in mildness, 
But full of boist'rous mirth; 
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Then in soft whispers speaking 

It falls upon the ear 
As though 'twere spirits meeting 

And Angel yoices near* 
Anon with sighs and moaning 

It passes thro' the air^ 
And seems to speak while roaming,^ 

In tones of sad despair. 
Hark! now with noise and shouting 

It madly rashes on, 
As thoagh 't were armies routing, 

And had a victory won. 
Now see! how fast 't is hieing 

O'er crested billows' foam — 
To where yon ship is plying 

Her joyous journey home: — 

Oh! it has gain'd that vessel proud, 

And wildly rages there; 
See! on her deck what numbers crowd. 

In frantic, wild despair: 
But lo! a powerful Spirit stays 

That raging tempest now; 
And list ! their prayers are turned to praise 

While at His feet they bow. 

On, on it flies^ to some fair land 
Where raging fever slays: 
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Guided by an Almighty hand 

The sickness there it stays: 
Then hasting to some other coast 

With pestilential breath. 
Its Bnler bids — it breathes — a host 

Lies in the arms of Death! 

Oh mighty wind! (mighty alone 

Thro' God's Almighty power,) 
With feelings strange thou fill'st the soul 

When heard at midnight's honr. 
Thou often com'st with blessings crown'd 

From a kind Father's hand, 
Bestowing life and health around 

At His divine command: 
Tho' oft thou art (for some wise end,) 

A scourge, and chast'ning rod; 
Yet still thy Kuler is our Friend^ 

Our Father, and our God. 
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A DIALOGUE BETWEEN A SABBATH 
SCHOLAR AND TEACHER. 

Scholar. Teacher, when troubles press where can 

I go? 
Teacher, To Christ, my child, from whom true 

comforts flow. 
Scholar. Should kindred leave me, and should foes 



Where can I go? wlio will my wrongs 
redress? 
Teacher. Dear child, thy Saviour Christ is ever near, 
Seek thou His face, an d He will aid, and hear . 
Scholar. When my soul faints for more than earthly 
bread — 
Teacher, by whom can I be rightly fed? 
Teacher. By Christ, my child. He will thee satisfy 
With " living bread," and all thy wants 
supply. 
Scholar. Teacher, I 've heard of ^'living waters" too. 
Oh! tell me will Christ give them if I go? 
Teacher. From Him, my childj those living waters 
flow. 
And He will give thee of them if thou *11 
ask, I know. 
Scholar. Should I be sick, tell me how shall I 
With patience bear the cross, and learn 
to die? 
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Teacher. Then go to Christ, and hnmblj ask in prayer 
For grace and patience allGod's will to bear. 
Scholar. In my last hours on whom may I rely? 
In death, my teacher, to whom can I fly? 
Teacher, To Christ, my child, still do thou ever go, 
He will sustain thee both in joy and woe. 
Scholar. Dear Teacher, what return will Christ 
require 
For all these precious things that I desire? 
Teacher, All the return that Christ requires of thee. 
Is that thou love and serve God faithfully. 
When death removes thee from thy cares 

below. 
Thou then shalt be released from every foe. 
To heaven thy joyful soul shall wing its 

way, 
And dwell with God and saints in endless 
day. 
Scholar, God my Saviour ! grant that I may prove 
A grateful child to Thee, for all Thy love. 
Teacher, Amen my child, so may it ever be, 

Then Christ will not have died in vain for 
thee. 
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TO MY BELOVED MOTHER, ON HER 
BIRTHDAY. 

AgaiD, dear Mother, has our God 
Preserved yon thro' the year, 

Tho' oft beneath His chast'ning rod 
You Ve shed the scalding tear: 

'T is hard to see the hopes we Ve cherished. 

In their bright bloom all early perished. 

'T is sad to see the bright'ning sky 
With clouds and gloom o'ercast; 

To taste the cup of promised joy, 
Then see it from us dashed. 

When with a taste of joy elated, 

'T is grief to see our plans frustrated. 

Loss, changes, sickness, oft before — 
As now — have been your lot. 

But sure they make you trust the more 
That Friend Who changeth not? 

Oh! is it not, in grief, refreshing. 

To feel — ^tho' phasten'd — ^God is blessing? 

Trials and changes, while below. 

Must be the pilgrim's lot; 
But 'midst it all, what joy to know 

That you are not forgot! 
If in your Saviour's love confiding, 
Your peace and joy shall be abiding. 



28 



TO A TRANSPLANTED "FORGET-ME-NOT." 

Charming flower! lift up yonr head, 
Yon make me fear that yon are dead: 
Does this gentle shower of rain 
Remind yon of the bright green lane 
Where yon in the hedge-row grew — 
Drinking of the early dew — 
And npon your grassy bed 
By refreshing showers were fed? 
Do you Hiink sad is your lot, 
Pretty dear Forget-me-not? 



"AND THERE SHALL BE NO NIGHT THERE.' 
Rev. XXII., 5. 

(to a minister.) 

Oh! speak of that home of the blest. 

That haven of glory above. 
Where the saints with their Saviour shall rest 

Secure in His permanent love. 
Where the city gates open shall stand, 

For no enemy could — ^if he dare — 
Encroach in the day on their land. 

And 'tis written "wo night shall he there,^ 

Yes, tell of that land of bright joy 

Whose purity naught can defile, 
Where nothing can hurt or annoy 

The ransomed, who bask in God's smile: 
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Of that city where Christ is the light, 
Where dwells neither gloom nor despair, 

Where God's glory shall chase away night, 
Ah yes! for "wo rdght shall he there! ^^ 

Oh ! speak of that land free from blight, 

Where curse cannot enter within, 
And the saints shall be blest with the sight 

Of His face Who redeemed them from sin: 
On their foreheads, ahl shall not His name 

Be written in characters fair. 
While they thro' eternity reign 

In Glory! "no night shall he there!'' 



LINES WRITTEN UPON THE ANNIVERSARY 
OF MY 19th BIRTHDAY. 

My God, my Father, and my constant Friend, 

Surely my blessings never have an end! 

My griefs — tho' many — are with comfort mix'd; 

My hopes oft drooping, still on Thee are fix'd. 

How can I ever thank Thee for Thy care, 

In granting one like me Thy love to share? 

A disobedient child I Ve been to Thee, 

Yet still in mercy Thou hast spared me. 

'T is nineteen years since first Thou gav'st me breath, 

I then became a heir to life, and death, 

" To death" — for all our sinful race must die, 

" To life" eternal thro' Christ's blood brought nigh. 
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Oh Father! Grant that as my years increase 
My soul may grow in knowledge, grace, and peace; 
Daily may I Thy power and grace proclaim, 
And die rejoicing in my Saviour's name. 



THE DYING GIRL. 

On her conch a dear young sufferer lay, 
And quickly her life was ebbing away, 
Her firiends bent o'er her with many a tear, 
For they knew that Death was hovering near: 
They listened — she spoke, " mourn not for me, 
With God my Redeemer I shortly shall be! 
This conflict is sharp, but soon 't will be o'er, 
Then naught shall I know of suffering more. 
Hark! heard you that whisper? my Saviour is nigh! 
On Thy bosom, dear Jesus, permit me to die. 
Ah ! the band of bright Angels most kindly have come 
To bear me away to my glorious home! " 

She ceased — ^for her spirit was passing away. — 
They looked — ^but there lay the inanimate clay, 
Not a breath to disturb, not a sigh heaved the breast, 
For the motionless body was fully at rest. 
But where was the soul which had just taken flight? 
She had passed on her way to the regions of light; 
Her companions were angels, a glorious band! 
With them she had gone to her own "Father-land!^ 
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TO MISS A. H., ON THE ANNIVERSARY 
OF HER BIRTHDAY. 

May blessings rest upon you, 

On this your natal day! 
And may God's love go with you 

Thro' all your earthly way; 
May many joys and pleasures 

Be given to you, dear friend; 
But, more than all, those Treasures 

Which never know an end! 

May blessings rest upon you! 

Rich blessings from Above: 
May Jesu's peace be with you. 

Sweet token of His love. 
Long may it cause you gladness 

A Father's love to share, 
And in his hours of sadness 

To soothe his every care. 

May blessings rest upon you 

On this your natal day! 
And may the Spirit teadi you, 

Lest from the fold you stray. 
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Long may your home be brightened 

By Sisters' love to you: 
Still may your cares be lightened 

By Brothers kind and true! 

May blessings rest upon you — 

Your soul with gladness fill! 
May our own God be with you, 

And keep you safe from ill; 
Then Satan's rage and malice 

Thro' Him you may defy, 
He '11 keep you, dearest Alice, 

Safe 'neath His watchful eye. 

May blessings rest upon you 

Till this frail life is o'er! 
The Triune God be with you 

Now, and for evermore. 
Oh! thro' your Saviour's merit 

May you a crown obtain. 
And the bright home inherit 

WMch Jesus died to gain. 



Nov. 5th. 



HEAVEN. 

Heaven is a place of endless joy and peace, 
There, happiness is lasting — ^trials cease; 
There, cares and griefs no more shall wound the mind; 
There, ransom'd ones their promised rest shall find. 

Heaven is a place where foes shall ne'er annoy. 
There, all is happiness without alloy. 
No discord there— no jarring strings — ^no strife, 
But peace and quietude attend that life. 

Heaven is a place where sin can never reach. 
Ah no! the monster there can make no breach, 
He cannot harm the bright and glorious band 
Who safely reach that holy, happy land. 

Heaven is a place where friends no more shall part. 
There, sad farewells shall never pierce the heart; 
No fear of death dividing them shall rise, 
For death can have no power beyond the skies. 

In Heaven the tear of sorrow shall not rise. 
For God Himself shall wipe them from all eyes, — 
The thirsty soul to " living waters " lead, — 
And all of them on " living bread " shall feed. 
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No darksome nights in heaven shall they spend, 
For there the day will never have an end; 
Nor Sun, nor Moon, in heaven will need to shine. 
For Christ " the Lamb" will be their light divine. 

Heaven is a place where the redeemed shall meet, 
And cast their blood-bought crowns at Jesu's feet; 
Their "palms" of victory with joy they'll wave, 
And tune their sweet-toned harps to hymns of praise. 

The saints in robes of white will there be clad. 
There, Jesu's smiles shall ever make them glad; 
Heaven's arches with their constant praise shall ring. 
While they to Grod their loud hosannas sing. 



LINES WEITTEN IN A LADY'S ALBUM. 

A Christian's Album! What should be inscribed 

Upon its pages? naught but truth and love; 

Yes, truth in all its high sublimity. 

And love sincere, and pure. Mark this! And if 

Upon these pages asked to write, let it 

Be something that your absent firiend may read 

With Chi-istian joy, and look on with delight. 
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LINES COMPOSED IN AFFLICTION. 

In sorrow, and affliction's paths I long have trod, 

I have been sorely chastened by my God; 

But in all sorrow, yes, in every woe. 

Still to my heavenly Father will I go. 

He knows what medicine best will suit my soul 

To bring it to Himself, and make it whole; 

Tho' bitter seems the draught that He has given. 

It leads my heart away from earth to heaven. 

Tho' Satan often tempts me to repine, 

Teach me submission. Lord, and make me Thine; 

may I love and serve Thee all my days, 

may I look to Thee in all my ways. 

Then when my troubled heart shall cease to beat, 

My soul will swiftly fly to Jesu's feet, 

Wash'd in His blood, and saved alone by grace^ 

In heaven I shall behold Him face to face ! 
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BIRTHDAY LINES TO THE REV. D. R , 

Dear Brother in Jesus, God grant that you may 
Enjoy many happy returns of this day; 
May God's "covenant blessings" at all times be given, 
To cheer you on earth, and remind you of heaven. 
Long, long may He spare you to forward His cause, 
And invite all to Him who have broken His laws. 
To preach a full pardon to all who will come. 
And trust in the blood of the Crucified One. 
still may He grant you your health, peace, and life, 
And long may He spare you your dear little unfe ! 
And of all earthly blessings 0. think her the chief, 
To cheer and to aid you in joy and in grief. 
May the dear little "Lois"— sweet pledgeof your love- 
Prove truly a gift from your Father above! 
And if more should be given — ^your joy to increase — 
Then may they all walk in God's love, and His peace. 
As each birthday comes round may it find your faith 

bright, 
Your trust still increasing, and God your delight: 
And, when you must part with the friends whom you 

love. 
May it be but to meet them in Gloi:y Above ! 
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TO THE MISSES A- 



Ood bless you, dear ones! may you know 

His faith, His joy, His love; 
And may you have His holy peace 

Breathed on you from Above. 
O may He guard you as His sheep. 

And be your constant Guide, 
And may you ever near Him keep, 

Nor wander from His side. 

Ood bless you, dear ones ! for He knows 

Well how to bless His own, 
He comforts them in all their woes, 

And points them to their home. 
He 's near them when they joyful sing 

Because their hearts are glad ; 
He 's near to shade them 'neath His wing 

When trials make them sad. 

Ood bless you, dear ones ! Do not fail 

To seek His guiding hand — 
Until at. last you joyful hail 

The Christian's "Father-land : " 
Then shall you praise His gracious love, 

That on your pathway shone. 
And brought you to His house Above, 

Your JmUn^ "home, sweet home I " 



TO MY DEAR MOTHER, ON HER BIRTHDAY. 

(with a small present.) 
Mj dearest Mother, pray accept the lay 
I offer to you on yonr natal day : 
Tho' simple is my verse, still 't is sincere, 
Nor that you '11 doubt it, has your child a fear. 
With kindest love accept tK enclosid, and make 
Your daughter happy, wear them for her sake : 
may you long be spared to her, and prove 
That she is worthy of & Mother's love. 
May God the Father, Saviour, Spirit, bless 
And grant to you true peace, and righteousness ; 
That peace an envious world cannot destroy. 
That righteousness which all God's own enjoy. 
In trial's hour may He still be your Friend, 
Guide, guard, and bless you, keep you to the end^ 
Be with you when your health and life shall fail. 
Support and cheer you thro' death's gloomy vale. 
And when the hour arrives that we must part, 
Tho' great will be the grief—nsevere the smart — 
Oh I may the one who 's called resign her breath 
In peace, and joyfal hope thro' Jesu's death. 
So shall the lonely one 'midst all her woe 
Have consolation while she stays below. 
Knowing the other safe — and her prize sure. 
If to the end she faithful dofii endure. 
Tho' part at last we must — ^'t will only be 
For time, dear Mother, not eternity; 
With Christ in heaven eternity we '11 spends 
Our meeting there will never, never end L 
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VERSES UPON FINDING MY MUSE, 
WHOM I HAD LOST. 

I thonght my Muse had taken flight, 
Or otherwise that she was dead ; 

But ah ! I Ve found her out to-night, 
She slept and lost her time in bed I 

The idle slut has slept so long 

She is not willing now to rise, 
I asked her only for one song — 

Would you believe? she closed her eyes ! 

I'd scold her well, but I'm so glad 

To find that she is still alive — 
That now I dare not make her sad. 

Lest she should faint and not revive I 

For oft she has my griefs beguiled — 
When sorrow prest upon my heart. 

Sometimes looked in my face and smiled, 
Then striven with verse to heal the smart. 

Good night, dear Mend ! Good night, my Muse ! 

I cannot say that word farewell; 
To-morrow you may not refuse 

To strike your lyre for me again. 
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ON A BABE SEVEN MONTHS OLD. 

Dear lovely babe ! what pleasure 't is to see 
Thy playfiil gambols on thy Mother's knee : 
Now tear-drops glitter in thy bright fall eye, 
Next heaves thy little bosom with a sigh, 
And while we wonder what can ail the pet — 
To cause such sadness as to make her fret — 
Behold ! she smiles, then laughs aloud with joy — 
As tho' her pleasures never knew alloy. 



TO MR. JOHN H- 



A tribute of friendship I would pay 
To you my friend, on your natal day ; 
May God be with you on every hand, 
T' increase your flocks, and enrich your land; 
May even your griefs true mercies prove, 
In them may you read His gracious love. 

A happy birthday may this one be. 
And many more may you live to see. 
May she who is now your chosen wife, 
A true friend and helpmate prove for life: 
Your family still be a loving band. 
Joining heart with heart, and hand to hand. 
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I will not pray that your path be free 
From every thorn, (for that will not be,) 
But I '11 pray that Christ be ever near, 
To heal your wounds, and to sooth your fear, 
To whisper sweet words of love and peace. 
And tell you His love can never cease. 

May you daily seek your Saviour's face. 
May your soul be filled with heavenly grace, 
May you drink from the fountains of His love. 
And knowy and feel, you 've a Friend Above. 
If in God you all your trust confide, 
then you are safe whate'er betide! 

May peace and joy ever crown your days. 
May you own God's hand in all your ways. 
Then when death shall come you '11 fear no ill, 
His "rod and staff" will support you still, 
Till safely you reach the heavenly shore, 
And join the redeemed to part no more. 

Dec. 9th. 
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THE GENTLE BREEZES. 

I love the gentle breezes we feel in summer hours, 
Breathmg so sweetly o'er us the perfume of the 

flowers; 
For then a thought steals o'er me, I cherish in mj 

breast, 
(Unknown to science truly tho' perhaps 'twould 

stand the test.) 
*It is that spirits from Above, are passing to and fro, 
On missions of eternal love, to us who dwell below; 
Swift messengers 'twixt heaven* and earth, guided 

by God's own hand. 
They're present at each " heavenly birth," and run 

at his command. 
And as with rapid speed they move, on deeds of love 

intent, 
May not their winged motion soothe, and breezes 

thus be sent? 
Oh ! 't is a happy thought indeed, these gentle breezes 

bring; 
My spirit to God's love they lead, and cause my heart 

to sing. 
They whisper — ^man is not alone in this vorld of 

grief and sin, 
For spirits from his offered home, still minister to him. 

* " Are they not all ministering spirits, sent forth to minister 
for them who shaU be heirs of salyation?" Heb. i. 14. 
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Directed by the wisdom of the " Triune God," they 

move, 
Who shows in all His dealings, that He is truly "love/* 
I love you gentle breezes— wafted by Angels' wings — 
Your freshness ever pleases, and breathes of cheerful 

things. 
You whisper that an Angel band, when I am called 

to die. 
Will bear my spirit to the land of happiness on high. 



VERSES COMPOSED AT THE REQUEST OF 
THE REV. C. W ., FOR HIS ALBUM. 

Friend in Jesus! God be with thee, 
Wheresoe'er thy steps may roam, 
Wheresoe'er His hand may lead thee, 
Wheresoe'er thou find'st a home. 

May His watchful care and blessing 
Follow thee thro' all thy ways; 
So, His peace and love possessing, 
Thou wilt praise Him all thy days. 

May He raise thy drooping spirit. 
When by grief or care opprest; 
Shew thee what thou may'st inherit 
In the saints' eternal rest. 
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May He bless thee in thy labours, 
Crown them with a rich success; 
Shower upon thee heavenly favours, 
Peace, and joy, and righteousness. 

Should the roaming "roaring lion" 
Seek to draw thee from the road — 
May'st thou prove thyself a scion 
Of the "King of kings," thy God. 

Yes, in every hour of sorrow. 
Or of dark temptation's night, 
May'st thou from thy Saviour borrow 
All thou needest, aid, and light 

Should the pangs of sickness seize thee — 
Lay thee on a bed of pain — 
May'st thou feel His arms beneath thee, 
Feel to die will be thy gain. 

And when Deaths with cold embraces, 
Waits to take thee in his arms. 
May the sight of Angel faces 
Free thee from all dread alarms. 

With thine eye fixd on another 
Home, when life on earth shall cease, 
May thy Saviour then, my brother, 
Sweetly whisper words of peace. 
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THE STAR OF HOPE. 

Ah! see you that Star, so transcendently bright, 
Which illumines my pathway and gilds it with light, 
That shines on my footsteps wherever 1 tread, 
And sheds with soft influence its rays on my head: 

When on waves of affliction and grief I Ve been tost, 
And nigh to despair have thought all must be lost, 
This Star has shone out in its beauty and love, 
Led me safely to land as a Friend from Above. 

When clouds of thick darkness have covered my sky. 
And no friendly light has appeared to be nigh. 
Then this loved "Star" looked forth — it pierced 

thro' the gloom — 
Dispelled darkness and clouds — ^then shone clear as 

noon. 

When by wounded aflfection my heart has been rent, 
And where I have loved I 've found cause to lament, 
In my sadness I 've asked — ^if any were true. 
My "Star" has shone brightly— I've cried "yes, afew!" 

When some I have loved, hy death have been borne 
Far away from my sight, and left me to mourn, 
In my grief I have asked "shall we never more meet?" 
(Dear " Star " it was there I) " yes " I 've cried " at 
Christ's feet!" 
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When Satan has tempted my soul to despair, 
And told me that heaven / never could share, — 
I looked — ^the " Star" shone — ^I knew Satan had lied, 
I felt e'en for me that the Saviour had died! 

When sickness has prest me, and death has seemed 

near. 
And doubts would have risen to fill me with fear, 
Then clear shone my "Star," Oh! what joy filled 

my breast. 
For I felt that with Jesus in heaven I should rest! 

Thus far thro' -life's journey, 'midst sunshine or night. 
This bright "Star of Hope" has still gladdened 

my sight; 
Still may it continue my path to illume, 
And dispel with its brightness the gloom of the tomb. 
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INSCRIPTION FOR A CHINESE MISSIONARY 
BOX. 

Friend, hast thou a penny or siacpence to spare? 
Then let the Chinese thy benevolence share: 
That their nation is heathen, we know is a fact; 
And the half of a penny would purchase a tract, 
Which maylead some poor sinner to Jesus his Friend, 
Thus, thy gift cause rejoicing that never shall end. 
A Testam&nt, in their own tongue, may be bought 
For fourpence, think what great good may be 

wrought 
By sending the heathen that word God has given 
To point them to Jesus, and lead them to heaven. 
Ah contribute a trifle! and give it with prayer — 
That China may soon gospel-benefits share, 
And idolatry from her dark places be hurled. 
While the name of Messiah resounds thro' the world I 
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TO A MOURNING CHRISTIAN. 

Christian Pilgrim 1 why those tears? 

Dost thou think thou art forgot? 
Cast away such doubts and fears, 

God is one that changeth not. 

Dost thou fear thou art alone? 

Hast thou none thy griefs to share? 
Change that doubting drooping tone, 

Cast upon the Lord thy care. 

He will raise thee when thou 'rt faint, 
He thy drooping heart will cheer, 

See! poor trembling doubting saint, 
God is nigh! how canst thou fear? 

Pray thy faith may be increased, 
Think of numerous blessings past. 

Have Hiff mercies ever ceased? 
No, for they will ever last. 

Yes, for God is still the same. 

Crowned with mercies are His ways; 

Rest in faith upon His name. 
He will bless thee all thy days. 
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Tho' thro' deep affliction's wave 
Thou art called to fight thy way — 

There 's an Arm held out to save. 
Wilt thou trust it, Pilgrim, say? 

" Yes," methinks I hear thee call, 
" Faithless should I he indeed, 

Could I doubt my "All in All," 
Or not trust Him in my need! 

"Gracious Father! Glorious Lord! 

Gone are now my doubts and fears; 
Thou hast spoke the healing word, 

Thou hast wiped away my tears." 

Is it thus, my Pilgrim friend? 

Canst thou lean on Jesu's breast? 
Do thy earthly sorrows send 

Thee to Himy for peace and rest? 

Christian Pilgrim, now farewell! 

Guided by our Saviour's hand — 
May we meet His love to tell 

In fair Canaan's happy land. 
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ODE TO MUSIC. 

Awake mj Mnse, nor sleep so long, 
Bat cheer me with a gladsome song 
On Mnsic, and its charms. 

Music, thine inspiring lays 
Shall cheer my mind in darksome days, 
And raise my drooping heart. 

Sure 't is thy work, to soothe the soul, 
E*en tho' it be when sorrows roll 
In billows o'er the head. 

For thou art heard in realms of light. 
Thou echoest praise from Angels bright 
To Gk)d upon the Throne. 

And thence thou com'st to cheer man's heart. 
And bid him take a joyful part 
In hymns of praise below. 

When we in praise our tongues employ, 
Our spirits fill with thoughts of joy 
In the bright worlds Above. 

While here our Saviour's praise we sing — 
Imagination 's on the wing. 
And takes her flight to heaven. 

Yes, while we sing His praise below, 
Oiir hearts with holy raptm-e glow — 
To join the choirs Above. 
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TO MISS J. H- 



Think not that time' or distwice quench true 

friendship's sacred flame, 
For Memory fans each burning spark, that 's worthy 

of the name; 
She brings past years and scenes to view, and on 

the heart doth trace 
The lineaments of faces dear, which time can ne'er 

erase: 
'T is while thus seated in the light of friendship's 

glowing fire — 
I call up6n my wayward Muse to strike her silent lyre. 

If ardent wishes can increase the joys of those we love, 
And earnest prayers obtain for them rich blessings 

from Above, 
Then, dearest Jane, your earthly cup with gladness 

will o'erflow. 
For peace and plenty, joy and love, you '11 daily — 

hourly know. 

may your earthly way be strewed with blossoms 

pure, and bright. 
Sweet flowers of hope^ and trust, and love, that will 

refresh your sight, 
These flowerets may you ever see around your 

happy home, 
And may they spring along your path, wherever 

you may roam. 
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If 't is God's will that yon shonld lead a life of 

maidenhood, 
May yon remember He appoints all for His 

children's good; 
And lovingly may yon fnlfil the dnties of yonr lot, 
Making the home wherein yon dwell a cheerfnl 

hallo w'd spot. 

But shonld it be, that He appoints yon for a 

married life, 
Then, mnch loved fi'iend — ^may yon become a tndi/ 

happy wife ; 
Blest with the hnsband of yonr choice, yonr joys 

and griefs to share. 
One who will join with you in praise, and bend 

with yott in prayer. 

Oh! may yonr blessings still increase, as months 

and years roll by, 
Jehovah bless yon while yon live, be with yon when 

yon die ; 
And may the Holy Spirit breathe sweet words of 

peace and love. 
While Jesns points yon to the home prepared for 

yon Above ; 
Then tmsting in that Savionr's blood, and clothed 

in garments white, 
May Angels bear yon to the land of everlasting light, 

Dec, 28th. 
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"JESUS WEPT.** 

Yes, "Jesus wept/' — Why did he weep? 
Was it the hardness of man's heart — 
His proneness still to unbelief — 
That caused the Saviour's tears to start? 

'T was sympathy that drew those tears. 
In death four days had Lazarus slept. 
And well Christ knew the sisters' fears: 
Then Jesus wept with those who wept 

Full well the Saviour knew his power — 
Their brother from death's grasp to free, — 
But they were mourners in that hour, 
And His were tears of sympathy. 

Oh! blessed Scripture which makes known 
The tears of love that Jesus shed. 
That He has made man's grief His own. 
And wept with mourners o'er the dead. 

|le feels His children's every grief. 
And still He comforts them in woe. 
He still is near to give relief, 
And tender sympathy bestow. 

We need but trust Him, and shall find 
His watchful eye will never sleep; 
The wounded heart He still will bind. 
And sympathize with those who weep. 
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WRITTEN NEAR TWELVE O'CLOCK ON 
NEW YEAR'S EVE. 

Another fleeting year will soon have paat 
Into Eternity's unbounded sea; 
To many mortals 't will have proved the last, 
And tho' so near its close — it may to me. 
And have its honrs been well improVd by me? 
And have I striven to do my Master's will? 
And have I tried my sonl from earth to free? 
And is my hope fixt firm on Jesus still? 



TO MY MOTHER, UPON SEEING HER WEEP. 

Ah! why those tears, dear Mother? Does God fail 
To lead you thro' life's dark and doubtful vale? 
Is there no light to guide your wandering feet? 
No gospel voice the promise to repeat? 
God's promises are sure, and ever true. 
His consolations are not small or few; 
Tho' dearest earthly friends may fail or die, 
He watches o'er you with a Father's eye. 
He chastens most the dear ones of His hearty 
It is that they with grovelling things may part, 
Leave the world's toys, to seek a home Above, 
And feel in all their trials '^ God is love." 
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«THE ETERNAL GOD IS THY REFUGE, 

AND UNDERNEATH 

ARE THE EVERLASTING ARMS." 

Deut. xxxm, 27. 

How happy the Christian whose sonl can depend 
In joy and in sorrow on God for his friend; 
To preserve him from harm wherever he 's led,^ 
Beneath him the '^ arms everlasting " are spread. 

While by faith he depends on his crucified Lord — 
He His constant protection and aid will afford; 
No ill can befall him, no enemy dare 
His soul from those " arms everlasting " to tear. 

Do earth's treasures leave him? — and troubles arise? 
Then he thinks of his home that 's prepared in the 

skies: 
He *s assured by the " arms " which beneath him are 

spread, 
That to those happy mansions ere long he 'U be led. 

When his plans are frustrated, and dark seems his 

path. 
His friends oft forsake and his enemies laugh, 
But they see not the light on his pathway that shines, 
And the '^ arms everlasting " on which he reclines. 
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Man may scorn and despise him — ^he heeds not his 

frown, 
For he knows that his Saviour reserves him a crown; 
All things he can bear, while beneath and aronnd 
The " arms everlasting " are constantly found. 

Should Satan endeavour to draw to his side 
The soul that in Jesus has learn'd to confide — 
One look to that Saviour — one call for His aid — 
And the ^^ arms everlasting " beneath him are laid. 

The worldling may smile, and the scoffer may laugh, 
But what shall they do in the day of God's wrath? 
Lord, give them to feel, while Thy grace maybe found, 
The " arms everlasting " beneath and around. 

Ah! who shall despise in that "day of the Lord," 
The humble believer who trusts in His word. 
Who feels that his ransom hj Christ has been paid. 
And the " arms everlasting " beneath him are laid. 
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"THE HEAVENLY CRYSTAL PALACE." 

(written by request.) 

Oh? is it not sweet while on earth we roam, 
To speak of the joys of yon heavenly home, 
Of the " Crystal Palace " by God prepared 
For all those who their Saviour's cross have shared? 

By a glance of faith 't is e'en now seen bright. 
Dazzling the eye with its glorious light; 
One of old compared it to "jasper stone," 
Which clear as pure crystal in beauty shone. 

The street of the city is gold, pure gold. 
Transparent as glass to those who behold. 
With its gates of pearls, and its Angels bright — 
Oh? must it not be a most glorious sight? 

No temple is needed, — nor sun to shine. 
Its " Temple " and " Light " are truly divine, 
God and the Lamb with Their glory and love 
Are the Temple and Light of that city Above. 

The saved ones who here belong to Christ's fold. 
Shall walk in the light of that city of gold: 
Distinction of tongue — of colour — of race — - 
Will cease upon entering that glorious place. 



58 

No darkness is there, no night can exist, 
The son of that city is never eclipsed; 
Christ's glorions light illomines the sky. 
Reflecting His love npon every eye. 

No evil is there, and sin cannot gain 
An entrance, to cause the inhabitants pain. 
There all is righteousness, purity, peace, 
The joys of that Palace shall never decrease. 

The '^ Lamb's Book of Life " the names will contain 
Of all who a place in that city obtain; 
With singing and joy to their Palace they '11 come, 
And welcome will be their reception at home. 
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BREATHINGS. 

Saviom-, my Comfort, Guide, and Friend, 

My Cheerer in the loneliest hour. 
Be pleased Thine handmaid to defend 

In all assaults, from Satan's power. 
Tho' oft he strive my soul to gain 

And rend from Thee^ my God! my All! 
Oh! may he ne'er this end attain, 

Permit me not from grace to fall. 
Thy grace is planted in my breast, 

Then surely I can ne'er be lost, 
Tho' Satan rage, and sins infest — 

And I on sorrows waves be tost? 
Hast Thou not called me hy Thy name ? 

Lord, I believe I am Thine own, 
Tho' grief 's my portion, sin my bane, 

I have a Friend before the throne. 
Thou art that Friend? Thou plead'st for me! 

Nor will those pleadings prove in vain. 
Thou suffered'st upon Calvary — 

That I a crown in heaven might gain! 
Lord, may I ever think of this 

When I am tempted to despair. 
That Thou hast purchased endless blis8> 

And make e'en me of heaven an heir! 
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TO MISS H- 



Dear Ann, my Muse is so dall and heavy, 

I cannot in her confide, 
For tho' my thoughts wish to hold a leve^, 

I fear she will not preside. 

I spoke to her as to a wayward child — 

And said I could scarce forgive; 
But she replied — ^with a saucy smile — 

" You will love me while you live! " 

I have called again, saying, "wake! arise! 

'Tis Ann H.'s natal day; 
Come now, dash the sleep from those dreamy eyes. 

And her birthday tribute pay." 

She started, and then from her sleep arose, 
Saying, "Ah! I have slept too long; 

But I feel my spirit with verse o'erflows, 
I will pour it forth in song." — 

THE BIRTHDAY WISHES. 

Dear Ann, on this morn of your birth 
A friend for your welfare will pray. 

That you yet may live long on the earth , 
And have " happy returns of this day." 



61 

May health with its blessings be yonrs, 
To gladden the days of your life; 

May the peace which for ever endures 
Be with you as maiden or wife. 

May joy often brighten your hours, 
And kindness your footsteps attend; 

Be sweet love with her smiles and her flowers 
Your constant companion and friend. 

May competence ever be given, 
And poverty ne'er may you feel; 

May you know you Ve an heirship in heaven. 
And a crown which no robber can steal. 

Feb. 15th. 
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THE BELLS OF THE OLD CHURCH TOWER. 

Merrily, merrily grounded forth the bells of the old 

church tower; 
And cheerily, cheerily shone the sun, in that happy 

bridal honr: 
And sweetly beaatifnl looked the Bride, in her pnre 

white garments clad, 
While proudly happy the Bridegroom gazed on her 

who had made him glad. 

Again as merrily sounded forth the bells of the old 

church tower. 
And it mattered not tho' the sun was hid, and the 

sky was seen to lour. 
For glad was the throb of the mother *s heart, as she 

clasp'd her haby fairy 
And joy lit up the father's eye, when he looked on 

his son and heir. 

sweetly, sweetly sounded forth the bells of the old 

church tower. 
And calmly beautiful all things were, in the baby's 

Christ'ning hour; 
Then while Christian friends the promise made of 

duties they'd fulfill. 
The parents to God their treasure gave that he might 

be kept from ill. 
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Mommfalljy moomfiilly soimded forth a hell of the 

old church tower, 
And slowly, solemnly moved the crowd, in the babj's 

funeral hour; 
And rent and sad were the parents' hearts to lay 

him 'neath the sod, 
But the " Angel of Promise" soothed their fears, for 

they 'd given their child to God. 

Joyful and sweetly sounded out the bells of the old 

church tower, 
While meekly resigned went the parents forth, in 

that blest sabbath hour, 
Then calmly subdued they praised their Lord, in the 

sacred " house of prayer; " 
And anew they gave themselves to God, as they 'd 

given their treasure there. 

TO ONE WHO Said he "should not 

LIKE TO DIE IN SPRING." 
You would not die when the flowers are springing 

In their first and early bloom; 
When the woods with songs of birds are ringing 

'T would be sad to find the tomb. 

To leave the world when soft winds are telling 

Of shades where the violets lie; 
When nature with joy and charms is swelling — 

T would be sad you think to die. 
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*T would seem sad to die when Spring is throwing 

O'er the earth her mantle bright, 
When founts are gushing, and streamlets flowing, 

Filling the soul with delight. 

But would it be sad e'en in spring's bright hours 

To die if your Saviour called? 
Were you called by Him to fair Eden's bowers 

Would you be by earth enthralled? 

If He called you home to that land of light 
Where the flowers for ever bloom — 

Will you grieve to leave earth's sweet flowerets 
bright — 
That leave us and fade so soon? 

If called to dwell by the river that gleams 

In brightness before the throne, 
Will you mourn to leave the fountains and streams 

Of earth, for that joyous hom^? 

Ah no! for His there constant spring doth reign, 
'T is a land which knows no blight ; 

There, sorrow is banished, and sin, and pain. 
There, no tears will dim the sight. 

Oh no! 'twill not cause your heart such sadness, 

My friend, as you seem to fear. 
To die, e'en in spring's bright hours of gladness. 

If your Saviour be but near. 
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TO MISS E. F. A- 



Lizzie dearest, for thy welfare 

I this mom will pray ; 
And with loving verses greet thee 

On thy natal day. 

God has given thee many pleas ures 

In thy daily lot, 
And His pure and holy treasures 

Thou hast not forgot. 

Earthly blessings have not frozen 

Thy warm loving heart; 
And I joy to know thou 'st chosen 

Mary's better part. 

May Jehovah's love and blessing 

Rest i^)on thy head; 
Still toward heaven may'st thou be pressing, 

By "theSpurit" led. 

May the "Angel of His presence" 

Guard thee day by day; 
May'st thou give full acquiescence 

To God's will and way. 

God, our God, be with thee, keep thee 

From the tempter's snare; 
He Who shed His blood to save thee 

Has thee 'neath His care. 
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Is it not a priceless blessing 
To be called His oum, — 

His, Who's love 's no end, no measure, 
Stedfast as His throne? 

Well I know thy heartstrings quiver — 

I have touched aright — 
Thou art thanking Him, the Giver, 

Who has sent thee light! 

Dearest, Amtf gives thee greeting 

On thy natal day; — 
And hei* spirit thine is meeting 

Tho* she is away. 

May our friendship's loving token 
Be that Christ *8 our Friend, — 

Then by death it can't be broken, — 
It will never end: 

For, dear friend, with holy gladness 

We shall meet Above, 
Where the dwellers know no sadness — 

Naught but joy and love! 

April 1st. 
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I LOVE THE SEA. 

I love the sea I theglorionssea! I love to hear the roar 
Of its many rushing ^^aters, sa they dash upon the 

shore: 
I love to see its crests of foam upon the billows' height, 
And its dazzling diamond spray, in the sunny noon- 
day's light. 

I love to plunge beneath its waves — to know its 

strength'ning power — 
And splash amid its waters to enjoy the briny shower : 
I love to see its breezes paint pale cheeks with 

healthy glow, 
While causing many a drooping heart with gratitude 

to flow. 

I love the dark green weed and shells it leaves upon 

the shore. 
While at ebb it softly sings, "I am going back for more; 
I go to search the rocks and caves, that in my 

depths abound. 
And on my next return I '11 bring the treasures I 

have found." 

I love the seal the glorious seal 'T is gladsome to 

my sight, 
It speaks so fully to my heart of its Gracious Ruler's 

might, 
As it dashes on the shores of this homeatead of the 

free. 
It fills my heart with rapture : Oh f I love the glorious 

seal 
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THE SIGNET OF THE WEEK, 

Lord, we give Thee praise 
For the Sabbath Thou haat given; 

A day of rest for prayer and praise, 
A glimpse of joys in heaven. 

Hail Sabbath of the Lord! 

Fair Queen of all the days! 
Bright beacon of the saint's reward — 

On thee with love we gaze. 

The Sabbath flag 's unfurled, 

It flutters in the breeze. 
Its rustling folds call on the world 

God's jewel -gift to seize. 

It bids us cease from toil. 

And taste of Angel's fare. 
And God's pure glad anointing oil 

To come and freely share. 

Thou precious God-sent gift! 

If held with steady grasp — 
Who dare his ruthless hand uplifts— 

To break thy jewel-clasp? 

Who can the words erase 

Which prove thee, made by God? 
And while those words retain tkeir place 

Who then will dare His rod? 
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For many lengthened years 
The Sabbath 's kept its stand, 

The siffnet of the ring of dai/s, 
The glory of our land! 

Brightly the gem has shone 

To cheer man's earthly lot; 
Gladdening onr Monarchs on the throne, 

Lighting the peasant's cot. 

Its flashing beauty beams 

On all the ring of days; 
Forward — the promised Sabbath gleams, 

Backward — the past one's rays. 

Still men have oft arisen 

Who did not God obey, 
But spurned the Sabbath He has given, 

That precious Signet-Day! 

They 've striven to make it like 

The days of toil and care; 
To dim its pure and hallowed light,. 

And spoil the jewel rare. 

In wicked vain delights, 

Or anxious toil and care. 
They 've spent their ring of days and nights. 

Nor thought of praise or prayer. 
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Yes, oft some seeming wise — 
(Wise in their own conceit^) 

Would mar this boon sent from the skies^ 
This signet of the week. 

But may such men ne'er gain 

Ascendance in our land; 
The Sabbath flag still may we hail 

With joy, on every hand. 

may our nation prize 

This holy day still more; 
May Sabbath praises ever rise 

From Britain's happy shores; — 

Until the day shall come 

When God shall call His own — 
Of every nation 'neath the sun — 

To their eternal home: 

Then shall the gem of days 

Become one blaze of light; 
No shadow then shall dim its rays. 

No sorrow, sin, or night; 

For sin and gloom must flee 
'Fore Christ the Sun of heaven; 

One constant Sabbath then shall be — 
And not one day in seven. 
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TO MY MOTHER ON HER BIRTHDAY. 

Hail! hail, dearest Mother! the morning is breaking, 
The shadows are fleeing, the day-dawn appears. 
The angel of God thro' the night has been keeping 
His watch o'er your bed, to protect while you 

sleeping, 
And sweetly He 's hushed you and calmed all your 
fears. 

Wake, and rise then, dearest Mother, 

For the night has fled away. 

And you 're spared to see another 

Year, it is your natal day! 

The year has flown by with its joys and its sadness. 
Its meetings and partings, its smiles and its tears, 
Yes, griefs you have known, but ah! 'twould be 

madness 
To think only of these — andforget all the gladness — 
That has brightened your path, and your spirit still 
cheers. 
Dearest Mother, then remember, 

Joy and grief tho' God has sent, 
Since the dghih of last December — 
That to bless you both were meant. 

All praises to God for His care and His blessing. 
In bringing you safe thro' the year that has gone; 
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may you be happy Hk love still possessing, 
Rejoicing in God while His favours confessing^ 
And giving all praise to the Great " Three in One." 
Praise Him then, my dearest Mother, 

For His tender love and care; 
Ah I what love of any other 
Can with Jesu's love compare? 

May God be your Friend both in joy and in sorrow, 
'Neath the shade of His wing may you ever remain, 
May you trust Him to-day — and from past mercies 

borrow 
A token that He will provide for the morrow. 
For when did you yet trust Jehovah in vain? 
All your trust in God confiding. 

Centering all your hopes above. 
May you have Christ's peace abiding. 
Precious token of His love! 

You *11 find Him your strength, if your weakness 

deploring 
You feel that you must on the Mighty One lean; 
May you oft, my dear Mother, delight in exploring 
The depths of His love, while your Saviour adoring, 
Thenall will take knowledge with Jesus you' ve been. 
yes! often with your Saviour 

May you find it good to be, 
That the world in your behaviour 
May the Spirit's teachings see. 
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Dear Mother, accept of your Daughter's fond 

greeting, 
Accept this small tribute of love which she sends: 
And think, tho' eaxjh year still whispers "life's 

fleeting"— 
Faith points to a brighter and happier meeting 
In that land where the time is not reckoned by days. 
In that land of joy and gladness 

Where night's shadows are not known, 
Jesu's smiles shall banish sadness. 
May we meet Him there — at homel 
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THE SNOW STOBM. 

("TE MIKISTSB6 Of HIS THAT DO HIS PLEASURE." 
PSALM cm. 21.) 

The Mightj One spake! and His servants were still, 
His ministers waited His pleasure and will; 
He spake, and the clouds from His storehouse of space 
Burst their bonds at His word, to cover the face 
Of our beautiM Isle with morsels of white, 
And quickly they fell thro' the day and the night. 

The Mighty One spake! then in dale, and on hill. 
His winds shouted forth, " We will fly at Thy will I" 
Then with hushed breathings listed — ^waiting to hear 
What He'd bid them destroy — what monuments rear: 
He spake, then at once they rush'd forth at His word, 
Their shouts of success thro' the country were heard. 

The Mighty 0|ie spake! and again they were still, 

Again did they wait the Omnipotent's will; 

He spake — "See! the day dawns, your work still 

pursue, 
But your shoutings must cease, your warnings be few; 
Work on for a while, nor breathe more than a sigh^ 
Ye '11 know when to cease by a glance from Mine eye." 
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The Mighty One spake! and the fiill morning came, 
The snow was still falling, but hushed was the gale, 
Men went forth to business, but few felt afraid 
That aught would frustrate all the plans they had laid: 
Some said "we must journey, nor can we delay, 
Oar goal must foe jraiched by the end of the day." 

The Mighty One spake I and the travellers found 
His harriers of snow encompassed them round; 
Jehovah commanded, and men must obey, 
He bounded their journeys, and closed up their way; 
He showed himself mighty, all-powerful and strong, 
His greatness was felt by that travelling throng. 

The Mighty One spake — " now some doubters will 

own 
That earth is My footstool, and heaven is My throne. 
That I am the God of omnipotent power. 
Who their prospects and plans can change in an 

hour." 
He spake! then with joy did the travellers depart^ 
His power was acknowledged in many a heart. 

January, 1854. 
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TO MR. J. H- 



Dear Friend, I well remember the pleasant April 

mom, 
When I was told the joyful news that you a babe 

were born; 
Right joyfully we tript along (your sisters dear, 

and I,) 
While everything looked beautiful where'er we 

turned the eye; 
The banks and hedgerows all along were bright 

with primrose flowers, 
And very happy were I ween those little hearts of 

ours. 
We staid a minute in the lane, to peep into a nest, 
Then off we ran with quicken'd speed to see the 

baby guest. 

Years have flown by — the scene is changed — ^those 

early days have flown, 
I long have ceased to be a child, and you 've to 

manhood grown, 
" To manhood?^* yes! and I would trust to be a 

cause of joy, 
To those who placed fond treasured hopes in you, 

their youngest boy. 
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May your dear Father's heart be glad when gazing 

on your face, 
To know that you are walking in the paths of light 

and grace; 
A joy and comfort may you be to his declining days, 
Another blessing in his cup to fill his heart with 

praise. 
And, dearest James, if saints in heaven know aught 

of things below, 
may your Mother's ransom'd soul with glad 

rejoicings glow! 
May she rejoice that you, her child, have found the 

paths of peace. 
Owned and beloved by Him, Whose love can never, 

never cease. 
May all your brothers, with yourself — and sisters 

dear unite — 
To serve the Lord while here you dwell, and " walk 

as in His sight;" — 
And then at last will she whose love was sunshine 

to your heart 
Meet all her children there Above, meet them no 

more to part! 

May, 1854. 
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TO MR. T. H- 



Dear Thomas, I would bind thee 
A group of choicest flowers — 
If I could but now hie me 
To fair Parnassian bowers; — 
And ere I climbed the mountain 
Of the Muses' song and dream — 
Drink from the inspiring fountain 
Of Hippocr^ne's pure stream; 
Then resting on the heather 
While soft winds round me play — 
I 'd call my thoughts together — 
And bind them in a lay. 
Sure, then my verses flowing 
While on such classic ground, 
Would like bright flowers be glowing, 
Like them in sweets abound. 
But tho' I cannot wander 
On Helicon's famed heights, 
Nor on Parnassus ponder 
Mid poesy's delights; — 
From BetrospectiorCs Mountains — 
While I past scenes review — 
Cannot the heart's deep fountains 
My soul with verse imbue? 
Cannot the loving voices 
Which sound thro' Memory's Halls — 
The dear and smiling faces 
Upon her pictured walls — 
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Bring to my spirit gladness — 
With song inspire my heart, 
And without much of sadness, 
Csm&G feeling^ 8 tear to start? 
Yes, yes I feel these throwing 
O'er me their spirit spell. 
Until my heart is glowing 
With verse I love so well! 

And now, this friendly token 
Thou shalt receive from me. 
As proof I have not broken 
The promise made to thee: 
Dear playmate of my childhood, 
Receive it as 't is sent, 
In all pure-hearted kindness 
Of wording and intent. 

may it be thy pleasure 
To " walk in wisdom's ways;" 
And lay up heavenly treasure 
Throughout thy gift of days. 
May God watch o'er and guard thee 
In dark temptation's hour; 
And may He still be with thee 
When clouds of sorrow lour. 

And when thy soul is thi'illing 
With happiness and glee — 
May'st thou be glad and willing 
'Fore Him to bend the knee; — 
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To thank Him for His blessing, 
His mercy, and His care, 
And, all His love confessing, 
Commune with Him in prayer. 

may thy sabbath labours 

Among the rising race, 

Receive God's gracious favours — 

Be watered by His grace; 

May many dear young spirits 

Whom thou would'st train for heaven — 

Thro' Jesu's blood and merits — 

Rejoice in sins forgiven. 

May Israel's God be near thee 
When high death's surges roll, 
And may His arms be 'neath thee 
To raise thy parting soul; — 
Then, Thomas, who shall sever 
Thy soul from Jesu's love? 
Thou shalt be His for ever, 
And dwell with Him Above I 

There, by the " living waters " 
Which flow before the throne, 
With God's true sons and daughter! 
Thou then shalt find a home. 
In the saints' song of rapture, 
Thy voice in praise shall rise 
To Him who died to capture 
Thy soul from Satan's ties. 

June, 1854. 
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TO ONE WHO SAID I '' MUST liOT ALLOW 
MY MUSE TO SLEEP." 

You say that I " must not " allow 

My idle Muse to sleep : 
But to my Trill she would not bow 

I think, were I to weep. 

For she is such a wayward dame. 
And shows such airs and flights; 

But I believe they 're all the same — 
These poetising sprites. 

When she is dozing, if I strive 

To wake her with a touch, 
She lets me know she is cdive, 

But thinks I ask too much ! 

And should I find her fast asleep. 
And shake her by the wings — 

Her bed most likely she will keep 
A month — before she sings! 

Oft such unfitting hours she '11 choose 
Her deepest chords to strike — 

That I 'm obliged her song to lose, 
And that I much dislike. 

Sometimes when lovely scenes appear 

Before my raptured eye. 

She whispers in my list'ning ear, 

Then thro' the air she flies : 
a 



Bat frequently at times like these 
She soars to such a height — 

That tho' at once my pen I sei^e 
Her words I cannot write. 

One moment, with a thrilling sound 

They fall upon my ear — 
Making my trembling spirit bound 

And draw the silent tear; 

Then, ere I can ^composure gain 
She plumes her wings for flight, 

And from my memory takes the strain 
That I would gladly write. 

I know that when for friends I plead 
That she her lyre will take — 

She can sometimes be kind indeed, 
And all her whims forsake. 

So still to her my heart will cling, 

I joy to feel her power, 
Causing my heart's deep chords to thrill 

In many a lonely hour. 

Thus pleasing me, I Ve no desire 
To drive her from my breast, 

Altho' oft silent is her lyre, 
I would retain my guest. 
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OLD MAIDS. 
(written m A friend's scrap book.) 

Who dares to say there is no gladness 

For Maids who will not marry? 
Bat that they all mnst pine in sadness — 

If Maids they dare to tarry? 
Such vile aspersions I declare 

Make my poor ears to tingle! 
For many a Maid, belov'd and fair, 

Is blest in staying single. 



WHEN DOES A BACHELOR FEEL THE 
WANT OF A GOOD WIFE?— 

When he comes to his lodgings cold, wet, and weary. 
Finding all are in bed, and his parlour looks dreary, 
He feels he 's a cold, but there 's no cloth neatly 



No gruel and toast, — ^he may jog off to bed! 

He would like some warm flannel his throat is so 

sore. 
But all are in bed, and he 's no such store. 
He has heai-d that roast apple or black currant jelly 
Is good for a cold, but he can't prepare any. 
His spirit is sad, but he cannot confide: 
Oh! how happy he 'd be with a Wife near his side. 
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He whistleB his dog, — ^Frisky wakes /or a hane^ 
Bat seeing there 's not one tnrns off with a groan: 
Then he seizes the cat» for he 's ready to weep, 
Bat she gives him a scratchy for she wishes to sleep! 
His^n^^ bleeds sadly y bat he mast endare it, 
He has no tender Wife with a plaister to core it. 
He has just spent an hoar with a friend who 'd 

a treasure — 
A Wifey who shared freely his care and his pleasure; 
When their children danced ronnd him, and climbed 

up his knee, 
The Bachelor sigh% tho' he smiled at their glee: 
When he spoke of his home, a ypnng rogae fall of 

life 
Ask'd " have you got a home while yoa aint got a 

Wifef' 
Thus all things combine to caase his heart sorrow, 
So he thinks he'll look oat for a Wife on the 

morrow. 
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THE WIFE'S APPEAL. 

Why have you chang'd the gentle tone 

In which you used to speak> 
When to my early happy home 

You came my love to seek? 

Why is your brow with gloom o'ercast 

When we are left alone? 
It was not thus a few months past. 

Ere I left my youthful home. 

Don't you remember, Edwin dear, 
When 'neath the elm tree's shade. 

The love you whispered in my ear? 
The promises you made? 

You said if I 'd in you confide. 

And wipe away my tears, 
And promise I would be your bride. 

You 'd soon dispel my fears. 

You told me of the happy life 
That we should here pursue, 

When I, your lov^d and chosen Wife, 
This home should share with you. 
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But now a sad and gloomy cloud 
Hangs on my hnsband's brow, 

You seem to look so cold and prottd, — 
Why are you altered mow? 

Oh! cast away that look of gloom. 
And in your wife confide; ' 

Once more those gentle words resume 
That won me for your bride. 
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LINES COMPOSED AMONG THE RUINS OF 
LILLESHALL ABBEY. 

lovely spot! how different is this scene 
Within thy walls, compared with what has been! 
Ivy and shrubs to thy grey stones are. clinging. 
Thy walls with joyous songs of birds are ringing; 
Friends, loving friends, upon thy turf are sitting, 
And beauteous sunbeams thro' thy shadesare flitting. 
A dear one sketches 'neath that hawthorn tree. 
While I am writing with a spirit free. 
No stolM Monks along thine aisles are gliding, 
No refugees within thy chambers hiding; 
Nor in thy secret cells are prisoners weeping. 
But friends and foes beneath thy dust are sleeping; 
Yes, here ye sleep, ye men of bygone ages. 
Oppressed— oppressors — simple ones — and sages; 
Sure some of you who sleep beneath this sod 
Received the truth and worshipped only God ! 
Surrounded tho' ye were by mists and gloom. 
Ah! did not some of you receive the boon 
Of gospel light, by Christ the Saviour given, 
To guide us safely in the way to heaven? 
Yes, I would hope it; and 't is joy to think 
That many of you here have sought to drink 
Of the pure gospel's soulrreviving stream, 
Nor sought in vain, nor found your hopes a dream. 
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Ye lonesome cells! could ye reveal the story 

Of those whom once ye held, the young — ^the hoary — 

Whose tears have bathed your floors — ^whose prayers 

have rls'n 
From your recesses, to the God of heaven. 
Ah! could ye tell, ye hollow cells of stone, 
How oft ye Ve echoed the lone prisoner's groan, — 
How oft your solid walls were stained with gore 
Of saints, or captives, in those days of yore; 
Oh! what sad tales of sin, and grief, and sadness. 
Then would ye speak, to drive away our gladness! 

April 19th, 1-854. 



TO MY DEAR GODFATHER ON HIS 
BIRTHDAY. 

I H thank the Lord Whose throne 's on high, 

But Who looks down on men; 
Who hears His people's prayer and sigh, 
Who listened to thy children's cry. 
That thou, their Father, might'st not die 

At " three score years and ten." 
My Godfather, still art thou spared, 
To offer to thy gracious Lord 

The r^emnant of thy days. 
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Has God not many mercies given 

To fill thine heart with love? 
Has He not with thy spirit striven, 
And from thy clasp fond treasures riven, 
Taking them to his hoose in heaven, 

That thou might'st look Above? 
My Godfather this has He done 
That thro' His " Well-beloved Son " 
Thou might'st be His for ever! 

May both thy pleasures and alloys 
Have worked thee lasting good; 
Weaning thine heart from earthly toys, 
Fixing thine hopes on heavenly joys — 
In that bright land where naught annoys 

The ransom'd bought with blood. 
My Godfather, is heaven thine home? 
Is He who sits upon the throne 
Thy Saviour, and thy Friend? 

Yes, I woi^ld trust that Christ is thine! 

Then, when He shall appear, 
Thou wilt in His fair kingdom shine, 
And with Him drink of the new wine, 
Among His saints of ev^ry clime, 

Who owned, and served Him here, 
My Godfather, may we meet 
Together at the Saviour's feet, 

With all His ransom'd ones! 

June 6th, 1854. 
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THE INVITATION. 

Away to the valley I away to the mead! 
Where the sonlightis wooing each floweret and weed, 
Where nature's soft carpet of loveliest hue, 
Is glitt'ring with pearls of the clear morning dew. 
Away, away ere the sun has drank 
The dew from off the scented bank; 
Let us see the flowerets raise theu: heads^ 
As he passes o'er their fragrant bedsf 
And watch the violet ope its eye 
While the gauze-winged Zephyr passes by. 

Away to the woods, where the leaves are now seen 
To the wind's music dancing, in dresses of green: 
Where the sunlight comes peeping thro' branches and 

bowers. 
And the heart is refreshed by the breath of the flowers. 
Away, away to the wood and grove! 
Where lovers of nature freely rove; 
There the fancy is wafted along, 
There the poet's thoughts break forth in song. 
Now his theme is the birds and the trees, 
Next the low soft murmur of the breeze.. 

Now let us away to the old mountain's brow. 
Where our souls shall with wonder and ecstacy bow, 



91 

While we gaze on the streamlets, valleys and plains, 
The mansions, the cots, and the green shady lanes. 
Away, away to the rocky height. 
There the spirit will bonnd with delight. 
There the breath of heaven comes clear and 

free. 
There many a sad one longs to be; 
Come, let ns bound o'er the mountain sod; 
And with grateful hearts adore our God. 

Now let us away to the beautiful sea. 
Whose waters encircle the homes of the free. 
Where each dancing wave, as it rushes along, 
Fills the spirit with joy, as we list to its song. 
Away, away to the much-loved sea, 
Whose waves shout out, ",Ye are free I are 

free!" 
To these shores we've come by God's 

commands, 
We 've visited many lovely lands. 
But none where His love morehnghtlj shone, 
And none where freedom was better known. 
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BIRTHDAY LINES TO MY BELOVED 
MOTHER. 

May blessings rest upoa yon, Mother dear. 

Throughout this day. 
May God your fervent supplications hear> 

And be your stay. 
May you be shielded 'neath His spreading wing> 

From every snare: 
May He accept the grateful prsdse you bring 

For all His care. 
May He be with you in the day of grief, 

Your heart to cheer;-— 
That when your drooping spurit seeks relief 

He may be near. 
In days of gladness, may your praises rise 

To God above: 
And may you thank Him for sweet friendship's ties, 

With all its love. 
Oh! if consistent with His gracious wiU, 

Who doth all well;— 
For many years may you be sparM still 

On earth to dwell. 
May you a worker in His vineyard prove 

While life is given; 
And may He, when your soul He doth remove, 

Take it to heaven. 
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Oh! may we both in Canaan's Mansions meet^ 

My Mother dear; 
And, humbly bowing at onr Savioar's feet, 

In robes appear, — 
Fair robes, without a spot, all pure and white, 

By Jesus given; 
In them presented to His Father's sight — 

As heirs of heaven! 
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THE WREATH OF FAME. 

He sighed, and sought for a Wreath of Fame, 

To adorn his noble brow; 
He studied, and wrote to obtain a name, 

To which old and young should bow. 
Excited Fancy the Wreath adorned 

With jewels of beauty rare; 
And the young aspirant the warning scorned 

That said ^' it may bring thee care.** 
What! speak of care in that shining Wreath 

Whose leaves are like diamonds bright. 
Would you tell me those leaves hide aught beneath 

Besides what must yield delight? 
What! grief or care in those words of praise 

Which shall fall from many a tongue — 
When they feel the words of my burning lays, 

And the spirit of my song? 
Oh no! for that Wreath must bring me joy, 

'T is for that alone I toil; 
I sought it when yet but a stripling boy, 

And naught shall my purpose foil! 

Nor did it: — his words of thrilling power 

Touched many a feeling heart; 
And in lordly hall, and in lady's bower. 

From bright eyes caused tears to start: 
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Whiie far and near was echoed his name, 

It was known o'er land and sea; 
Round his brow was entwined that Wreath of Fame 

To which he had bent his knee, 

Bnt did it bring to his heart the joy 

For which he so long had sighed? 
Were the leaves all pleasure — ^with no alloy — 

In the Wreath he so dearly earned? 
Did it repay him his nights of thought, 

His hopes, and his reeling brain. 
When he gained the praise he so long had sought — 

And obtained the "Wreath of Fame?" 
Ask his fine nerves which trembled and quiver'd, 

When he felt hot satire^ s breath; 
Ask his sad spirit that quailed, and shiver'd, 

Feeling scorn was worse than death. 
He'll tell thee how when the leaflets trembled; 

Upon their /rat7 tender stems — 
He thought they must have strangely dissembled — 

For him to have thought them gems. 
Ask, and he '11 tell thee there oft is sadness 

Entwined with the "Wreath of Fame;"— 
And it is folly, nay — ^more than madness, 

To make that alone thine aim. 

0, seek for a crown in heaven's bright home; 
In Christ find thy peace and joy, 
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Then, if here Fame's Wreath thon shonld'st ever own. 

Thou will hold it as a toy: 
A toj which if humbly worn may tend 

-To increase thy joy while here, 
Bnt if not thus worn then thou may'st depend 

It will cause thee grief and fear. 
'T is a toy which some mde wind may spoil 

Without any^hnrt to thee; 
For if not the end of thy search and toil 

Thy spirit will still he free ! 
Still firee to look for that promised crown 

Which thon seekest to ohtain — 
That at Jesu's feet thon may'st cast it down — 

And ascribe to Him the Fame! 



FINIS. 
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